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both in Tragedy and elsewhere; nay, we hear persons whose trade it is to write metre, or be otherwise ' imaginative/ professing it openly as the best they know. Do not these men go about collecting * features;' ferreting-out strange incidents, murders, duels, ghost-apparitions, over the habitable globe ? Of which features and incidents when they have gathered a sufficient stock, what more is needed than that they be ample enough, high-coloured enough, though huddled into any case (Novel, Tragedy or Metrical Eo-mance) that will hold them all? Nevertheless this is agglomeration, not creation; and avails little in Literature. Quantity, it is a certain fact, will not make-up for defect of quality; nor are the gayest hues of any service, unless there be a likeness painted from them. Better were it for Konig Ottokar had the story been twice as short and twice as expressive. For it is still true, as in Cervantes' time, nunca lo bueno fue mucho. What avails the dram of brandy, while it swims chemically united with its barrel of wort ? Let the distiller pass it and repass it through his limbecs; for it is the drops of pure alcohol that we want, not the gallons of water, which may be had in every ditch.
On the whole, however, we remember Konig Ottokar without animosity; and to prove that Grillparzer, if he could not make it poetical, might have made it less prosaic, and has in fact something better in him than is here manifested, we shall quote one passage, which strikes us as really rather sweet and natural. King Ottocar is in the last of his fields, no prospect before him but death or captivity ; and soliloquising on his past misdeeds :
I liave not "borne me wisely in thy "World,
Thou great, all-judging God!   Like storm and tempest-
I traversed thy fair garden, wasting it:
*K$ thine to waste, for tliou alone canst heal.